When There's No One Left to Blame 


Author: PistolsNDaisies 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Slash 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Dec 22 2004 08:49:42 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Weak Ankles Suck 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this when | woke up to a phone call that made me angry this morning. | remember seeing a clip of Axl 


running on stage and falling. Those two things inspired this story. 


Axl Rose was mad. It wasn't like that in itself was surprising. For once he didn't blame the rest of the band for 
what he thought was a sucky performance. He blamed himself; falling on stage like that? It was freaking 
embarrassing and in front of all his fans too. Right now more than ever he hated his weak ankles. He planned 
on firing the person who wrapped them. He wouldn't be falling like that if it was done properly! Stupid person 
probably did it on purpose. ‘No one and | mean no one messes with Axl Rose! he thought. 


As he was thinking this, he kicked the door nearest to him on the way to his own hotel room. He didn't care 
whose door it was. Unfortunately the force he used in kicking the door sent him to the floor again for the 
second time that night. And to add insult to injury, he smacked his head hard on the floor. 


Axl growled in frustration and fought back the tears of anger and pain. A battle he did not intend to lose. And 


in his effort he spouted out a series of curse words that would make sailors sound like nuns. 


The door he kicked flew open to reveal an angry looking Slash. He had a Jack Dariels in one hand and a cigarette 
in the other. Only Slash could open a door with a Jack in one hand and a cigarette in the other with such force 


and not drop either one. 


"What the hell is going on?" Slash yelled. He looked out his door, he didn't see anything. Then, he heard a slight 
noise of pain from the floor. He looked down to see Axl sprawled out in an odd angle on the cheap hotel rug. 


Axl had finally lost the battle with his tears, as a couple streamed down his face. "Oh my... 
"Don't say anything!" Axl interrupted in anguish, lifting his head from the ground to look at Slash. 


Slash's expression went from angry to compassionate. The little red headed singer may be a jerk, but he was 
obviously in some kind of pain. Axl Rose does not cry. Slash wasn't going to let the singer's normal attitude 
stop his natural compassion that he had for those in pain. He returned back to his room to set down his Jack 


Dariels. 


Axl saw Slash return to his room, which only served in fueling his anger. Axl knew he was Guns N' Roses. He 
could make or break this band. What was Slash thinking just turning his back like that and leaving him injured 
on the floor? If Axl left the band, they would be nothing without him. He took some kind of pleasure in having 


this knowledge. His face twisted into a cruel smile. 


Just then, Slash came back out of his room, still smoking the cigarette. The smoke swirled around and began 
filling the hallway. He crouched down next to the singer and saw his expression. He pinched Axl's cheek between 
two of his fingers just like an old Auntie would do to her three year old, chubby-cheeked nephew. "Awww Isn't 


Axl such a cutie?" Slash said, blowing smoke into Axl's face. 


Slash didn't know how it could be possible, but Axl's expression became even scarier as he coughed. This was 


definitely not the time to tease the singer. "Okay Axe, what happened?" he asked, leaning back on his heels. 


"| just..ug." Axl blushed, he hated having to ask for help. It was so humiliating and weak. Axl was not weak. He 
wiped away the tears that were still streaked down his face. 


Slash didn't bother trying to make Axl talk. "Right," he said, hooking his hands under Axl's armpits and hoisting 
him up off the floor. 


As soon as Axl's foot was on the ground, he cried out in pain. Now he felt really humiliated. He hid his face 


into Slash's shoulder. "What did you do to yourself?" Slash asked. 
"Don't you remember someone kicking your door?" Axl hissed into Slash's shoulder. 


"Um." Axl had him there. "Okay," he said, putting Axl's arm around his shoulders and then putting his arm 
around Axl's waist. "Cigarette?" Slash asked, handing his to Axl. Axl gladly took it. 


"Now which room is yours?" 
"It's at the end of the hallway,” 


"Okay," Slash said, as they began making their slow walk/stumble to Axl's room. When they reached Axl's room, 
he fumbled around for the right key, only to drop it on the floor. Slash laughed lightly to himself and bent 
over to pick it up. 


He got the door open and the two stumbled inside. Slash led Axl over to the bed and he sat down on it. Slash 


sat in a chair in the corner of the room. "Now will you tell me what's wrong?" Slash asked. 

Axl sighed setting Slash's cigarette in an ashtray. "It's my ankles again. | think it's all this touring. l.l can't keep 
falling like that. What will people think of me? Axl's not so bad anymore is he? He can't even stay standing! I'm 
mad enough to punch someone..something!” he shouted, slamming his fist into the dresser by his bed. Before 


he could do it again, Slash shot up from his chair, ran across the room and grabbed his arm. 


Axl was going to rip his hand out of his grip, but instead slumped down against the bed. Slash let go of his 


arm. "You know, you aren't really as mean as you like to think you are." 

Axl was about to come up with a snide retort, until he saw the look on Slash's face. His eyes were full of 
compassion He was just trying to be nice. So instead, Axl pulled his legs up, wrapped his arms around them and 
rested his head on his knees. He sighed and looked up at Slash. 

"Just be careful Axe," Slash said, walking away from the singer and heading out the door. 

"Wait!" Axl called out, as Slash was closing the door behind him. 

Slash poked his head back inside of the door, hair falling in his face. 

"Thanks" Axl smiled a true and grateful smile. 


Slash shook the hair out of his face, smiled at the singer, and then shut the door. 


Maybe, just maybe there were some things Axl Rose was wrong about. 


